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HOOFS AND HALOES 

TE DEUM 

Out in the hot sun I saw Satan stand: 

He stroked the peaches with his finger-tips, 
And burst the melons open in his hand, 

And squirted the fat grapes between his lips. 
He cracked an apple, and deep in the rift 

Of snowy meat his yellow teeth he thrust. 
A daisy from the grass he plucked and sniffed — 

His fiery breath soon charred it into dust. 
He pinched the purple plums, and playfully 

Took up his tail and twirled it round and round 
To lash the gold leaves from a maple-tree, 

And laughed — the birds fled screaming at the sound. 
He swung the boughs, and with his sharp horns pricked 

The pears as they went swinging through the air, 
And drove his hoof into the ground, and kicked, 

Stirring the damp earth through the grasses there; 
Then tore the tangled undergrowth apart 

Till in its shadow he was deftly placed, 
And stretched and said: "I marvel at God's art! 

The earth could not be formed more to my taste. " 

THE IDIOT 

When earth was madly green he lay 
And mocked his shadow 's dancing feet, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Or from his laughter ran away 
To watch the poppies burn the wheat. 

But when the frozen leaves whirled by 
And colored birds were blown afar, 

He climbed the bitter winter sky 
And hanged himself upon a star. 



BEAUTY IN FOURTH STREET 



It was not strange that Beauty found 

Our path in June, and eagerly 
Thrust up the gay flowers through the ground 

And put a bird on every tree. 

But strange it was when skies were grey 
That Beauty followed where we led, 

And sat beside our stove all day, 
And lay at night upon our bed. 

ii 

I live with Beauty, and across the way 
I see a shabby park where women sit 

And scold the dirty children from their play, 
While old men shift their wrinkled legs and spit. 
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David Osborne Hamilton 



So close to me these dusty lives go past — 
Shall I cry out how Beauty came to me? 

O futile lips, be still ! O heart, close fast ! 
Break not with joy, lest you set Beauty free! 



OUR TIME 

Once more earth bellows with the lust 
Of rolling drums. Once more we win with fire 

The passing wind, and perish for the dust 
Of man's desire. 

Fierce as the tiger in the night, 

And greedy as the swine that roots the clod 
Is man, whose spirit of eternal light 

Moves into God. 

David Osborne Hamilton 



MEMORY 

I walked with you beside the orchard bars, 
Where the still plum-tree drops her whiteness down. 

You kissed my brow: your kiss was like a crown. 
You kissed my mouth: my crown was set with stars. 

Margaret Belle Houston 

[241] 



